" f 11 do the five hundred lines before I go, sir/' I
offered.
He shook his head.
" Any other reason for your leaving ? " he asked.
" Yes, sir. My father has lost a great deal of money
and he says I must go to work."
" Sorry to hear that.   What business is your father in?"
" He is a leather merchant, sir."
" And how are you helping him by leaving school so
early?"
" I don't know, sir," I confessed. " I suppose I shall
have to do my best."
The head master played for a minute or two with
his jet-black whiskers. He was in a way a nervous man
himself, and even when he was giving the Sixth Form a
lesson in classics, which he did occasionally, he found it
impossible to stand still.
" Well, if your father wishes it," he said, " naturally
you must go. You are rather a difficult case for a Sixth
Form boy," he went on. " Your general conduct seems
to have been quite up to the average. You have been
useful to us in the cricket field, of course, and I under-
stood that you were going to captain the football team
next season. Your mathematics master, however, gives
me a shocking report of your work and you don't seem
to have taken any interest in anything except English
literature. By the by, didn't you win the * Canon
Vaughan" history prize ? "
" Honourable mention, sir, and second prize."
He nodded.
** If you are really fond of reading, here is a little fare-
well present for you that may be of interest."
He handed me a volume which I was far too nervous
to examine at that moment but which I found afterwards
was a copy of Augustine BirrelTs Obiter Dicta, a kind of
text-book of contemporary literature which, with its
successor, Res Judicata, which I bought many years later,